PREMIERE ISSUE! 





Laurie Silvers 

PRESIDEHT & CO-FOUNDER 

Mitchell Rubenstein 

CAO. & CO-FOUMO 
Ed Polgardy 



Dr. Martin Greenberg 

SENIOR EDITOR 

Jeff Rovin 



James Chambers 

EXECUTIVE EDfTOR 

Christopher Mills 
EDfTOR 

Michael Chatham 



Tom Koziol 
Cynthia de Vosjofi 



Albert Rodriguez 



Michael Palmer 

PROO. PASTE -UP 



Cedrick Chan 

MBZCTOR OF MULTIMEDIA 



Kim-Uyen Vu Chang 

MULTIMEDIA COORDINATOR 

Denise Treco 



Nancy Groninger 



Written by Christopher Golden 
Illustrated by C. Bradford Gorby 
Edited by Ed Polgardy 

With many thanks to Julie Riddle 

for her much appreciated editorial 
contribution to this WorJ; 



The following story features 
a special combination of 
strong, elegant, cinematic 
prose and detailed 
illustrations designee! 

to give you, our valued readers, the best of bot. 
worlds. In a way, the blending of text and 
artwork in BEACH HIGH is a 
precursor to the type of 
storytelling you'll find in our 
upcoming illustrated novels. 
So sit back and enjoy this 
macabre tale of murder 
and intrigue. 
Then drop 
us a line, and 

let us know what you thinJc of 
our exciting new format? 





Bench Kith", Vilimie 1. Hi. 1, feiruar, 199? (ISffl 1-SJJS0-0DD-1) nublishtd hj BIG 
33411-7393. Mitchall totiuttii, ChM fiitttin Sfficir. tiprit S. Silvers, Pmident. 
13.25 per ttn in At U.S. and S4.3S in Cauda. Th« st 
per sins liiiai ot dead, charactiis, nines and/or institutions is par elf 
subject ta th( condition that it stall nit be told or distributed with ani part of 
including all ciirscttrt leetiirnd and thr names and distinct likenesses thereof 






rHE STEADY' RHYTHMIC sounds of the surf washed over Elaine Montoya, where 
she Jay on the sand with /esse Daniels. Elaine inhaled the saity ocean air, 
listened to the breeze passing through the little stand of palm trees a little way 
down the beach. The Florida coast was dotted with palms. A beach without 
them just wouldn 't be Florida, Elaine had always thought. 

Despite the neon glare from hotels and condo complexes up and down the 
beach, the stars shone brilliantly. The sky was startling ly clear, and the moon 
striped the ocean with a swath of magical light that Elaine imagined might be a 
bridge across which she and /esse could walk to a fantastical land where they 
could always be together. 

Which wasn tat all realistic. Particularly since Jesse was going out with 
Elaine s best friend, Michelle Landry. But that didn't matter tonight. Not here 
on the beach wit h /esse in her arms. They were hurting Michelle, Elaine knew 
that. But when /esse had asked her to meet him here, on 
the beach, she couldn't help herself. 
She had to have him. 

/esse Daniels was the guy every girl at Beach High 
wanted to date, or love, or bed, depending on the 
girl. But they all wanted him one way or 
* * another. Elaine and Michelle had been best 

. friends throughout high school, and they 

I were seniors now. But when /esse asked 
■ '■'Slfe "^^A''- Michelle out at the beginning of senior 

jg^Bl -ajj^ year, Elaine had immediate!) become 

jealous. 

si ie was prettier than 
Michelle, in all the ways that- 
mattered. She had a better body, 
a better personality, a better 




everything. As recently as sophomore year, Michelle had been fat and pimple- 
faced! It just wasn't fair that Jesse should want her. 
Of course, he didn't. 

"I've been waiting for this night for so long," Jesse whispered in her ear, as 
he caressed her face, her neck and shoulders. He ran his fingers across her belly 
lightly, and Elaine shivered. 

"Cold?"/esse asked. 

"Mmm," she lied. "Warm me up, Jesse." 

He put his lips to her throat, to her shoulders, lower . . . 

Elaine couldn't believe itwas finally happening. Jesse had been in her 
dreams, both sleeping and Waking, for four years. Finally, he had admitted that 
he had always wanted her, that he didn't think: she would agree to be with him. 
The fool! How could she say no? 

A small Voice in the back of her head kept asking if she was doing the right 
thing. Theywere hurting Michelle, it said. And she didn't really know if Jesse 
Was telling the truth, or ;'ust making up some crap to seduce her and then blow 
her off. He had a reputation for that kind of thing, but Michelle had always 
insisted itwasn ttrue. 

Elaine refused to listen to that little voice, /esse was everything she had ever 
wanted. Already she had started to wonder if she should go to Florida Atlantic 
University in Boca the following year, to be with Jesse. But she wanted to wait a 
while before bringing it up to him. Guys got skittish about stuff like that 

Jesse nuzzled her neck and began to slip the strap of her bikini down her shoulder. 

"Jesse, wait, " she protested. "I think we should wait until you tell Michelle. 
About us, you know?" 

Jesse looked up into her eyes. He was so gorgeous, like Antonio Banderas 
only much younger and better looking, if that was possible. Those big eyes were 
overflowing with emotion. 

"Don't be that way, Lainey, " he urged her. "I swear I'll tell Michelle 
tomorrow, first thing. But tonight, tonight's just for us, chica." 

Staring into her eyes, Jesse boldly slid the bikini strap down her shoulder. 
She couldn't look away, or lift a finger to stop him. She wanted him to have 
her, to do whatever he wanted with her. 

Jesse slid the other strap down. He lay beside her on the blanket they had 
spread out for this purpose. Elaine was on her back and Jesse on one elbow, 
caressing her, drinking her with his eyes. He rolled her toward him and started 
to undo the snaps at the back of her bikini top. 

She stopped him with a hand. 

"Wait, "she said. Then she smiled. "Let me." 

With a quick, deft movement behind her back, Elaine removed her bikini top 
and her breasts tumbled into the night air. Tenderly, Jesse began to kiss her there. 
"Oh, Jesse," Elaine purred, "you're the best thing that's ever happened to me.' 
She looked up at the stars one final time, then closed her eyes and let the 
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"Quiet, everyone? Quiet, please!"Mr. Lovewell called in his raspy, theatrical 
voice. "Gome on, now, We've only got one more week before the pageant, and 
we've got to get the opening number down precisely." 

TVlicKelle Landry sighed, stuck out a hip and tapped her foot in annoyance. 
She roiled her eyes for good measure. It wasn't like her, thatJdnd of behavior. 
Not at all. 

Most days, Mchelle was happy as she could be. So happy, in fact, that it 
drove most of her friends, family and her boyfriend, /esse, crazy. But why 
shouldn't she be happy? She had everything, right? Cool parents, good genes, 
smokin' SAT scores, and /esse. Whatelse did a girl need? 

For starters, she didn'tneed to be in this stupid pageant, she thought. The 
Beach Queen Pageant was an annual event that began innocently enough about 
a million years ago. But since Michelle had started at Beach High, it had turned 
into some kind of MTV beach grind that should have been hosted by Daisy 
Fuentes or Jenny McCarthy. Itwas a step above the Girls of Hawaiian Tropic, 
but;usta step. 

And itwas sponsored by the city, which killed her. Talk about sexist! But 
despite Michelle's protests, her best friend Elaine had insisted they enter the 
pageant. At first, it seemed like a ;'oke, but then Elaine started to take it all way 
too seriously. Like she really wanted to win, for no more reason than because 
she suddenly had some kino 1 of competition going with Michelle. 

Well, Elaine could have the pageant. She could take Mr. Lovewell, the 
drama teacher the city had shanghaied into directing the pageant. She could 
take the whole damn thing. Michelle didn't want anything to do with it... 

Except that she did. Elaine had become so obsessed with 
Winning that Michelle Wanted to really teach her a lesson by 
kicking her butt. Which wouldn't be too hard. Elaine was pretty, 
no question, but Michelle had an exotic edge over her. Five feet 
» ten inches of olive skinned, green-eyed, hour glass figured 
i French -Italian girl, and no preservatives or anything else 

added. She was all natural. 
AAichelle was smart, butthat didn'tmean she had to be a geek. She 
knew what she saw when she looked in the mirror. She didn't 
want that to be the only thing people cared about, but if that's 
the way Elaine wanted to play it, that was just fine with. . . 
"Hey, Michelle 1 ." Sabrina Coogan called. 
Michelle spun around to see the shorter, red-headed girl 
climbing the steps to the pageant's platform, which had 
been built right on the beach among several stands of palm 
trees. Sabrina 's red hair shone in the bright sun, and the 




cool ocean breeze ruffled the floral -patterned sarong she wore knotted at the 
hip. It was green and pink, and the pink perfectly matched Sabrina's bikini top. 

The girl could dress. Mchelle wore a lavender and violet plaid patterned 
bikini, French cut on the bottom, Wbnderbra miracle-working on top. She had 
tied her da rk cascading hair back with a swatch of matching cioth. She .knew 
she looked good, but Sabrina looked deadly. That was her all over. Michelle had 
no idea how the judges were going to pick the Beach Queen, but she figured 
anybody could win at this point. 

The sun baked the sand and the pageant contestants as Well. ButitWas still 
the middle of May; so it wasn't excruciatingly hot yet. It was a beautiful day, the 
best time of year in Florida. The ocean smelled strong and fresh, and the waves 
crashed weakly as the tide receded. 

Michelle realized there Were a lotworse places she could spend her Sunday 
morning. 

Even though the pageant wasn 't for another six days, guys and some girls, 
too, had gathered on the beach to watch them rehearse. It was part of the 
annual ritual. Most of the people on the beach went about their business, but 
there were always gawkers, Fortunately, it was ;ust after eight o'clock in the 
morning. So far, there were only a few spectators. If the rest of the girls would 
get there, they could get things moving, shut LoVewell up, and gethome before 
salivating freaks took over the beach. The pageant itself would be bad enough, 
but putting up with them every day for weeks was torture. 

"Hey," Sabrina said as she approached, pushing pasta knot of other girls on 
the platform. 

"Hey," Michelle replied, "your boyfriend, Mr. Lovewell, is having a heart 
attack over everybody being late. I think he should enter the bikini competition 
himself, don tyou? 

Sabrina smirked at the "boyfriend" comment. Nobody hated Lovewell the 
way she did, and Michelle knew it. 

"Why is he surprised when we're late?" Sabrina asked. "Doesn't he know 
teen sex goddesses need their beauty sleep?" 

They both laughed at that. Michelle had always liked Sabrina. She knew 
most of the girls in the pageant, b ut only a feWof them were her friends. Along 
with Elaine Montoya and Carole Ligotti, Sabrina was one of those few, Carole 
was talk blonde and lean. A tomboy who learned surfing at the age of nine, 
Carole still looked every inch a sexy beach bunny. 

Sabrina was tough, and didn't try to hide it. She had a smart mouth, which 
sometimes gather into trouble, and sometimes got her out of it. Once, when 
her mother had called her "spunky," Sabrina had turned on the woir^n and 
said, "If you say that again, Trn going to have to kiliyou." Everyorje^ 
laughed except Sabrina. She was kidding, but her anger was real.^H 





j?*f*f^loved redheads, 
once upon a time, Michelle had 
envied Sabrina's hair. Sabrina had 
F ^^-^ laughed when Michelle told her. 

"Come on, She]?" she'd said. "You're like, 
1 ten feet tall and your skin is perfect. Guys are nuts for you, and 

you 'just don't gel it. I should be so lucky as to have your problems." 
Michelle's ego had been pumped by the comment. Not long after, 
^^Ip&sse had asked her out for the first time. Things had been smooth sailing 
ever since. Up until the past few weeks. She hadn't missed the way Elaine 
had looked at him. Elaine had talked about him enough through their 
high school years for Michelle to know her friend Was attracted to him. 
But lately, things had been Weird. 
And last night, she hadn't been able to reach either one of them on the phone, 
though neither had said anything about going out. It had been too earlyto call 
when A^iichelle left the house this morning, but she had pretty 
much decided to confront Elaine when she arrived. 

No more games. 
That's why she was so aggravated, instead of her usual 
happy self. The anxiety she felt as she planned what she 
would say to Elaine was overwhelming her. 

"Well, well, look what the cat dragged in? 
Sabrina said, and Michelle looked up to 
see Carole walking toward them, stiff- 
legged as a zombie. Her hair was wild, 
and she wore a wrinkled sun dress 
instead of a swimsuit. 

She looked like she d been crying. 

"Carole?" Michelle 
asked. "What's 
wrong? Why 
aren tyou 
ready for 

rehearsal?" 





Carole met Michelle's gate, and then began to sob. The two girls hugged., 
and Sabrina put a hand on Carole's shoulder. 

"Hey," Sabrina said. "I was just busting on you. I didn t know you d get so 
upset. What s going on? 

Carole pushed her mane of blonde hair away from her face and wiped her 
other hand across her eyes. She took a deep breath. 

"It's Sarah, ' Carole said, her voice a pained whisper. "They found her. 

"Found her?" Sabrina asked, "you mean she's . . . ?" 

Carole nodded. 

"Oh, my God, " Michelle gasped. She and Sarah had never been friends, but 
she'd known the girl since the fifth grade. Sarah Shipman had been one of the 
pageant contestants as well, but she hadn't shown up at school on Friday, or at 
rehearsal on Saturday. That was two days missing, and now she d turned up dead. 

"Whathappened?"Michelle asked. "I thought she ran away." 

"She Was . . . she was murdered?" Carole cried. "The Coast Guard found her. 
Somebody. . . oh, God, somebody tied her ankles to a barbell and threw her 
overboard, Jesus, I can't believe she's dead. Why would anyone wantto kill Sarah?" 

All three girls were quiet for a few minutes. Over Carole's shoulder, 
Michelle saw Mr. Greenwald, her history teacher, whisper something to Mr. 
Lovewell while pointing at Carole. Mr. Lovewell put a hand over his mouth in a 
gesture of shock that would have been comical, if not for Sarah's murder. 

"Can we take five minutes and walk?" Carole asked. "J think I just need to 
get away from these people for a few minutes. But I thought you guys would 
wantto know. Nobody else will care. They'll just be glad there's less 
competition. 

Michelle began to nod in agreement, but just then Sabrina twitched in an 
odd kind of way, as if what Carole had said annoyed her. Itwas an odd 
expression, but Michelle passed it off as just a facet of the different ways in 
which people deal with death. She herself had been stunned into near silence. 

As they walked down off the platform, AAichelle expected Lovewell to stop 
them, but he said nothing. She put a hand on Carole's shoulder, and they 
walked wordlessly toward a stand of palms right at high tide line. 

"I could use some shade, " Sabrina commented. "In fact, I could use a nice 
Mai-Tdi or a Margarita right now. 

"ybu drink too much," AAichelle said flatly. The line was a conversation 
killer. They steered away from the subject of Sabrina's romance with alcohol. 

"God, you know what I just thought of?" Carole said. "I wonder if anyone's 
told Elaine. Maybe that's why she's not here yet. If not, I sure don't want to tell 
her. She and Sarah have been close for years. They grew up, like, six houses 
away from each other. " 

Michelle scanned the palms ahead of them. It would be nice to have some 
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shade after all, she thought. And if there were a place where she could sit down 
without getting her butt too sandy, all the better. 

Something paJe caught her eye. She focused on it. 

A hand. Somebody's hand was protruding from behind the thick base that 
the four palm trees shared. 

"Looks like someone's snoozing on the sand," Sabrina pointed out. 
Apparently, she had seen it, too. 

As they watched, a large scarlet shelled crab skittered over the sand sideways. 

Michelle felt like she was going to puke. 

"Whoever that is," she said nervously, "1 don't think they're asleep." 

The three girls moved closer, cautiously, to the trees. They reached a point at 
which they could see a bit more of the arm attached to the hand. A few more 
steps and they would be able to see exactly who was laying on the sand, and 
what kind of condition they were in. 

"I can't look," Carole mumbled, and turned away. 

Sabrina and Michelle continued on together. 

Both of them froze at the same moment. They could see the tanned, torn, 
blood-encrusted bare flesh of a girl, and a guy beneath her. Do/ens of crabs 
crawled over the corpses, picking at them. The girl was on her belly, but her 
head was sideways, one cheek on the sand. 

"Elaine?"Michelle said weakly. 

"Oh, God," Sabrina whispered. "Itisher. ...It's Elaine and Jesse." 

Michelle heard a wailing like an air raid siren. Then she realized that it was 
Carole screaming in agony, Carole, who had fallen to her knees on the beach 
behind her. 

Michelle couldn'tmove. She was frozen in shock, totally overwhelmed by 
the secret pain of having found the two of them, the two people she loved the 
best, not only dead, but dead together! 
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"Are you saying you trunk there's a connection, Michelle?" Miss Osborne, 
the school counselor, asked that Thursday afternoon, after all of Michelle's 
murdered friends had been buried. 

Miss Osborne was supposed to interview, evaluate and counsel all of 
the girls in the pageant, but particularly the three who had found Jesse and 
Elaine's bodies. 

"Don t you ? Michelle asked. "I mean, two dead girls in two days, and 
they're both pageant contestants. 
Itmakes me nervous, Miss O. Can you blame me?" 

I suppose not, Miss Osborne admitted. "B ut /esse was certainly not a 
pageant contestant. J think you're reaching, Michelle. There mayor may not be 
some kind ofwhacko serial killer or something out there, but I doubt one of 
your classmates or one of the girls from the other schools is murdering her 
competition. That's a little paranoid, don 'tyou think?" 

"Maybe you're right, "Michelle offered. "But I'm going to be extra careful, 
just the same. " 

"I think that's an excellent idea, "Miss Osborne said. "But not for the same 
reasons you do. Somebody killed your friends. Until the police find that 
person, we should all be on guard." 

"I Still think the killer is targeting pageant contestants, "Michelle said, and 
Miss Osborne raised an eyebrow, perhaps a bit annoyed 
that Michelle would not give up. 




alone again hy Jesse and Elaine, and the 
circumstances of their deaths would seem to indicate 
that they were involved with one another. Which 
only adds to the hurt. 



"Michelle, " she began, "you have a lot of reasons to 
be extremely upset, even paranoid over this, ybur 
mother's death was less than two years ago, and her 
accident has never been appropriately explained. 
That is frustrating enough, but then you're left 




"I'm not sure, butl wonder if you aren't;ust trying 



to find some Way to explain these terrible losses. 

If you can be angry, maybe you won't feel so 
alone, "Miss Osborne suggested. 
Michelle smiled. 
. / "Enough with the pop 

rHI& psychology, Miss O.," Michelle 

BrV; r\ \ . said, and forced a smile she 



Miss Osborne smiled in return, but the expression made her scarred left 
cheek seem somehow sad. Even though Michelle was the "patient" there that 
day, though she had endured the terrible ioss, it was easy for her to turn the 
tables. She had often felt badJy for Miss Osborne. She was unmarried, and 
with her appearance, she might never be. 

Miss Osborne's left cheek, her forehead and her neck were furrowed with 
pale scar tissue. Before Michelle Was even born, the woman had been in some 
kind of car wreck— or so the school mythology claimed. Cosmetic surgery had 
only been able to accomplish so much, and apparently, the woman had refused 
out-and-out plastic surgery. 

Thatwas the story. Michelle didn't know whatwas true and whatwasn't, 
except thatMiss Osborne looked pretty grotesque, and she sure as hell wasn't 
going to ask the woman how it happened. She f eJt horrible for the seriously 
overweight spinster. 

But Michelle had her own problems. 

"Listen, Michelle. I think you're doing all right, but I do have one other concern, " 
Miss Osborne said. She lifted her Disney World coffee mug and took a sip. 
"Yes?" Michelle urged. 

She wanted to get back to class. To notthink about /esse and Elaine, or 
anything else for that matter. She wanted to drop out of the pageant, too, but 
her mother had been Beach Queen her own senior year. She had always talked 
about Michelle following in her footsteps. Though she had not wanted to 
participate to begin with, now that she was in it, if Michelle quit, she knew she 
would regret it. She would feel as if, somehow, she had failed the memory of 
her mother. 

"Have you and Sabrina and Carole discussed these murders together, talked 
about what you're all feeling? "Miss Osborne asked. 
"NotreaHy,"MicheJle admitted. 

"I thought not, "Miss Osborne said. "I'm concerned that your discovery on 
Sunday might have affected the friendship you girls have. It's not uncommon 
when one person in a group dies for the group to dissolve. " 

"I don't want that to happen," Michelle said anxiously. 

"Well, let's see what we can do about it, " Miss Osborne said, smiling 
Warmly. "Why don't you three girls meet me here at school about, say, three 
thirty tomorrow afternoon? We'll take an hour and see what We can do." 

Michelle agreed instantly. She'd already lost so much. She couldn't even 
think about losing Sabrina and Carole, too. 
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Michelle arrived a few minutes late for her meeting with Miss Osborne. As 
she walked down the worn cement steps, she couldn t help but remember how 
anxious Elaine had always become in the high school basement. 

Elaine had always been a little nervous and insecure, despite her locks. 
When they had first met, she had been so much prettier than Michelle, but 
barely even aware of it. In those days, Michelle had loved to hear Elaine joke 
about her fears, to see a crack in that cool and beautiful demeanor. 

Now she was dead. 

Michelle adjusted the strap of her backpack, and followed the hallway 
around a tight corner. She wiped a moist tear from her cheek. Thinking about 
her eX-best friend filled her with grief, anger and regret. 

Elaine had betrayed her by being with Jesse, there was no question about 
that. And yet, Michelle could not help but wonder if she hadn't been, herself, 
somewhat at fault. Michelle knew she hadn't been the best friend in the world. 
She'd become so absorbed in Jesse. Which really rankled, because, now that 
Elaine and Jesse were gone, she didn't miss her boyfriend as much as she missed 
her pal. Not by a long shot. 

And then there was that stupid pageant. In a matter of days, ithad turned 
from amusement into a vicious contest, and she hadn t even realized it. She 
would have to do better with Sabrina and Carole. She owed that much to Lainey. 

The basementwas deserted. On Fridays, everyone rushed out to the beach 
within minutes of the three o'clock bell. Even teachers carried bathing suits in 
their attaches. Michelle stopped in front of Miss Osborne's door, knocked 
quickly, then glanced at her watch. Three -thirty-four. Her two friends should 
have been here already. 

Standing alone in the hall, with the recent murders so fresh in her memory, 
Michelle grew anxious. She felt a cold pinprick of fear begin to grow in her 
chest. Despite the fluorescent lights sputtering overhead, the basement seemed 
dark and dingy. Shadows pooled about her like. . . 

Michelle shook her head, dropping her backpack on the linoleum. The 
murders Were playing tricks with her mind. She knew Carole and Sabrina 
would arrive any minute. Hell, the two of them were always late. 

"Miss O?" she called, knocking again on the wood-paneled door. 
"It's Michelle. Michelle Landry?" 

No response. Weird. 

Carole and Sabrina could be late, sure, with all that had happened in the 
last two days it was understandable. But Miss Osborne? She'd lay on the 
classic guilttrip if you came five minutes Jate to an appointment. Michelle had 
already been prepared with an excuse. 

So where was she? 
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trying to help her, and I pulled out the knife, and then there Was... God, so much 
blood, and..." 

"Backoff, Carole!"Michelle cried. She was horrified, but at once she felt a 
fury deep inside her, like a pool of molten rock, burning. "Keep away from me, 
you crazy bitch ! " 

"Please!" Carole said. She glanced atthe knife in her fist, then at Michelle. 
Her eyes were crazed and streaked with pain. "I didn 't mean to, you have to 
believe me?" 

Michelle backed away, putting her hand against the plaster for support. 

"you killed Sabrina!" she shrieked, and the words sounded unbelievable to 
her ears, and yet simple and obvious. After all, hadn't it been Carole who 
pointed out that Sarah Shipman's death meant less competition? 

"/ou killed Jesse, too, and Sarah ! " Michelle yelled, verging on hysteria herself. 

"No?" Carole cried desperately. She reached out with her empty and 
bloodied hand. 

"And Elaine, oh, my God! "Michelle muttered, out of breath, "/ou killed my 
best friend...." 

She looked past Carole, at Sabrina's bloody corpse crumpled by the stairs. 
With a start, she realized that, by backing up, she had cut herself off from the 
only escape route. For the first rime, Michelle was truly afraid for her life. 

"I didn't mean to," Carole said sadly, ambling closer and closer, until it 
seemed that she could have lunged forward and stabbed her with the gory blade. 

Too close. 

Michelle spun and burst down the hallway. In her mind, she saw the crabs 
crawling over Jesse and Elaine. Saw her mother crushed in the wreck of the 
family's Honda Civic. What was it like, she wondered? What was it like to die? 
Suddenly, another image entered her head. A Vision of herself lying on the cold 
linoleum, a curved knife protruding from her tanned neck. 

No! She wasn't going to die atthe hands of some blonde beach bunny, not 
for a stupid pageant. Miss Osborne's office Was maybe a dozen feet away. She 
prayed that the counselor's little speech atthe beginning of the semester about 
her open-door policy was true. Please, God, let it be unlocked. 

She leaped and grabbed onto the greasy handle. To her relief, she felt the 
latch click, and she shoved open the door and slipped inside. 

"Please, " Carole begged, as Michelle slammed the door and struggled to lock 
herself inside. "I didn't mean to..." 

"Stay away! " Mi ch elle roared. 

She smacked the light switch with her palm. A moment later, Carole's fists 
began to pound on the door. Despite her slim body, Carole Was a strong girl, 
and her blows rattled the flimsy frame. 

Michelle shuffled back and hurriedly surveyed her "hideout. " There was the 
desk behind her, and a couple of folding chairs propped against the filing 
cabinet, and the bookcase filled with framed pictures and awards to her left. 
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A barricade. She had to make a barricade. 

"Please, Michelle," Carole whispered, "you have to listen to me. Open up, 
will you?" 

In response, Michelle grasped the bookcase and, With much difficulty, slid 
it in front of the doorway. As she jerked it into place, the bookcase rocked 
slightly, and a picture tumbled off the top shelf. She paid no attention, even as 
the glass shattered at her feet. She turned swiftly and reached across the desk 
for the phone. 

Itwasdead. She struck the cradle once, twice, but still there was no dial 
tone. She pulled on the cord, and instantly the cable came loose and snaked 
onto the desktop. 

Not loose. Ripped out of the wall. 

What the hell was going on? 

"Michelle?" Carole pleaded from the hallway "Please, please, please, open the 
door. Isweartoyou, I didn't kill Sabrina. Itwasn 't me, you have to believe me!" 

Michelle paced in the narrow office, trying to figure out how she could get 
past Carole. Something crunched beneath her shoe. It was the picture on she 
had knocked from the bookcase. She looked more closely and was stunned to 
recognize it. 

Itwas a photograph she had seen a million times— her mother used to keep 
a copy in their family album. 

But why would Miss Osborne have it in her office? 

Michelle knelt down and picked up the broken frame. There, in the faded 
color print, she saw the Beach Queen contestants of 1971, grinning widely, their 
arms linked together in a forced gesture of friendship. 

Michelle's mother Was fourth from the left. She looked great in her 
old-fashioned striped bikini. The way she stood, with her shoulders squared and 
her head thrown back a little, you would think she had won the crown already. 

But it was the girl standing next to her that caught Michelle's attention. 
She was gorgeous, with a perfect hour-glass figure and hippie-style straight 
blond hair that curled at her waist. She had never noticed the girl in the photo 
before— she had always been looking at her mother— butMichelle thought she 
looked strangely familiar. 

"Open up, please, " Carole pleaded. Her voice was growing hoarser, more 
desperate. 

On impulse, Michelle flipped the picture over, and a piece of paper slid 
out and landed on her skirt. She picked it up with the tips of her fingers. 
A newspaper clipping. Packed to a neat rectangle. 

"Oh, my God, Michelle! Open the door!" Carole screamed. 

"Yeah, right, " Michelle said with fake bravado. Carefully she unfolded 
the clipping. 

The article mentioned her mother and a car accident, so at first Michelle 
mistook it for a recent news item detailing the circumstances of her mother s 
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death.' But then she saw the 
headline and realized that it was 
'milch older - dating hack, in fact, 
to the J 972 Beach Queen pageant. : " 

j "Please, Carole sobbed outside 
the door, but without any real 
r S^rjthusiasm. She sounded as though 
: JSae were falling&sleep out there. 

-Michelle took a deep breath 
d read on. 

The accident happened the day 
before the pageant. Three girls in 
a brand-new Chevy Nova. 
Michelle's mom driving under '* . 
the influence. No wonder she'd I 
^^^^^ never heard about it! 

"Let me in, please . . . * 

Her mother missed a turn. The car struck a Volkswagen van full of Vietnam 
protesters head-on. Michelle's mom was tossed clear of the wreckage, unharmed. 
One girl was killed instantly. The third critically injured. The third girl. 

Miss Osborne! 

"Oh, God... ^ Michelle whispered. 

She turned over the frame and looked at the picture again. There sh< 
Miss Osborne the way she looked before shattering windshield shards shf^B^ 
her face, before the gas tank exploded. She had heen beautiful. 

It was then thatMichelle noticed the quiet. "Carole?" she whispered. 
Are you there? 

Something thumped loudly on the wood, Michelle tried to shift forwai^^M 
her hands and knees, but her palm slipped in a small, sticky puddr^H 
the floor. She rumbled and smacked her chin against 
the linoleum. Startled, she 
stroked her face. 
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glanced at her 
fingers. Blood. Not her 
Seeping under the barricade. 

17 



and her face curled into a brutal mask, and suddenly the extent of her anger, of 
her insanity stood revealed. 

Michelle scrambled to her feet. She glanced around her for a weapon — a 
lamp, a letter opener, anything. 

"Please, Miss O," she pleaded, "please don't hurt me." 

"Hurt you? Miss Osborne said, grasping her blouse in mock surprise. Her 
hand left a crimson stain on the collar. "But I've been helping you, my dear. I've 
eliminated your competition, just like your mother did twenty five years ago. " 

"No," Michelle muttered, "no, please. Mom didn't mean to, she was so 
young and..." 

"Don't worry about mommy, "Miss Osborne said, "I already took care of 
that slut." 

Michelle froze, her mouth open in silent horror. 

The accident that killed her mother had never been explained. 
Michelle felt a flush in her cheeks, and tears stung her eyes— hot, prickly tears 
that washed down her face and pooled quickly at her throat. 

Damn you, she thought. 

"Why are you crying, my dear?" the counselor cooed. "I've seen what's left 
of the girls, and believe me, you're a shoe-in. There's no question that you'll be 
the Beach Queen this year...." 

"In fact, " she continued, her eyes beaming, her Voice rising like a swell, "1 
think we can skip the pageant, and jump right... to... the... coronation!" 

She sprang forward and cocked her knife arm. Michelle whipped her hands 
up and grabbed hold of Miss Osborne's right wrist, preventing the knife from 
descending. With her left hand, Miss Osborne clutched Michelle's throat and 
lifted her off the ground by several inches. 

Micbelle couldn't breathe! Miss Osborne was so strong, stronger than she 
ever would have imagined. The woman was smiling so gleefully wide, and a bit 
of drool had begun to slide from the side of her mouth. 

Dark spots filled Michelle's vision, and she thought she might be blacking 
out. She wanted to let go, to claw at Miss Osborne's choking left hand. 

God, she needed to breathe? 

But the knife was there, so close. And, as Michelle weakened, it got closer. 
The blade dipped toward Michelle's throat, and she could see her own, panicked, 
bulging eyes reflected in it. 

Closer. 

Her grip began to loosen. 
Closer. 

The point of the knife touched her throat. Punctured her. Drew blood, but 
Michelle was so numb she barely felt it. 

Poor girl, "Miss Osborne cooed. "Nowyou've gone and lost the crown." 



In the haze brought on by the lack of oxygen, Michelle a Imost surrendered. 
But that taunting Voice brought her back She narrowed her eyes, glaring at 
Miss Osborne with defiance. Another second and the knife would slide through 
flesh and arteries in her neck, and her lifeblood would spray across the room. 
She could see it happen if she closed her eyes. But Michelle wouldn't close her 
eyes! She Wouldn't surrender! This woman had murdered her mother, and she 
had to be stopped. 

Michelle mustered the last ounce of energy she had within her. She braced 
her feet againstthe wall behind her, and slammed her head forward as hard as 
she could. Her skull bounced off Miss Osborne's with a thundering crack, and 
the woman staggered back, dropping Michelle in a heap on the floor. 

Throat ragged and throbbing with pain, Michelle sucked in glorious gulps of 
air. Miss Osborne shook her head, disoriented, then came for her again. She 
didn't seem as confident, now that she had been hurt. But she was ;ust as 
savage, just as insane. 

Michelle lurched to her feet. The knife swept down toward her breast, but she 
stood firm. Miss Osborne had to pay for what she had done to her mom. 
Michelle picked up the dead telephone from her counselor's desk. She 
1 sidestepped the woman's attack and swung the phone with all of her fury and 
might. The phone slammed against Miss Osborne's skull with a sickening thud 
and a chilling, tiny ring. 

Miss Osborne stumbled and crashed into the desk. She screamed then, and 
Michelle saw with horror that the woman had impaled herself on her own knife. 
She had hit the desk so hard, and with such Weight, that the blade's point 
protruded from Miss Osborne's back, blood dripping from it to the ground. 

The woman grunted, then slid quietly to the floor. She flopped on her back, 
a surprised expression on her face. The knife's handle jutted from Miss 
Osborne's chest, and blood soaked her dress. 

"ybu Jearn fast, girl," the scarred madwoman croaked. "Anything for 
the crown. 

Miss Osborne closed her eyes, and wheezed a long, last breath. 
Already, AMchelle could hear a siren in the distance. 
ItWas over. All of it, over and done with. 
Except for the pageant, of course. 
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